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Undertow 


Author's Notes: 
This is a story set in the canon created by the fabulous Miso and Mercury Diva. If you haven\'t read their 


stories yet, | suggest you do so as soon as you possibly canl 


This takes place sometime between Test for Echo and Vapor Trails. 


At four o'clock in the morning the panic hit him like an icy wave, dragging him out of a sound sleep and deep, 
deep under the swells, threatening to crush the life out of him. Disoriented, he searched his memory. Let's 


see.. He could remember the hors d'oeuvres, the soup, and the wine. The many, many bottles of wine. 


It was the first dinner party he and Alex had ever thrown as an official couple, and he had wanted everything 
to go perfectly. Twenty-four people had been invited and I5 had shown up, arriving singly and in pairs to the 
condo they were renting until they could find a house. His mother had been there, and his brother and sister 
and their spouses had shown up, too. One of Alex's sisters had even come over, which was a shock. She'd been 
the only one from Alex's family, since the rest of the Zivgjinoviés were still acting like he and Alex had died or 


something. 


Ooh. Bad choice of words, "died" Neil had been conspicuous by his absence. They hadn't even been able to invite 
him, since no one knew where he was. Geddy took a moment to silently hope for his friend's safety, sending out 


whatever positive energy he could muster in his weakened state. 


Anyway, he had wanted the evening to be perfect, to prove to everyone that he and Alex were a real, 
functional couple just like anyone else. Alex had done the cooking (thank goodness), and that had left Geddy to 


entertain everyone. And that was where the problems had started. 


Geddy wasn't actually very good around people. No one but Alex believed him when he said he was anxious in 
social situations. "How can you possibly be shy?" they said. "You sing and play and wiggle your ass in front of 
thousands of people night after night." That was true, but that was also different. He'd choose performing a 
whole month's worth of shows over making small talk, even with his own family. Get a bunch of people 


together, and, well, he was going to need a little help, generally in the form of a nice cabernet. 

The food had taken longer than they'd planned. Alex was still getting used to the oven in the new apartment, 
and the duck just wouldn't cook for ages. Add that to the fact that a few of the guests showed up late, and 
that left about two hours of trying to bolster his courage with fermented grape juice. 

It had all seemed like so much fun at the time. The more he drank, the wittier and more confident he felt. 
Everything had seemed to be going well, and when Alex pulled him aside and whispered for him to slow down, 


he'd scoffed. He was obviously fine, and Alex was just being a killjoy. 


And then there'd been Alex's butternut squash soup, and then.. Nothing. Nothing until he woke up in his bed, 
naked, dry-mouthed, and in a cold sweat. Oh, God What the fuck had happened? 


He patted the bed next to him and found only a cold mattress. Shit. He sat upright and peered into the 


darkness. 
"Alex? ALEX?" 


He heard a movement in the master bath, and then a flush. He felt a tingling surge of relief when the door 


opened and the form of his darling fiance grew clearer as he got closer to Geddy's myopic eyes. 
Alex sat down on the bed smiled at him, just a little sadly. "Hey. 

"Alex? What happened?" 

"You dont remember?" 

Geddy shook his head. "No, nothing after, | don't know, eight or so 


"Well, uh, you had a little too much to drink" 


"I figured that." Geddy flopped back down on the pillows, regretting it instantly as his aggrieved stomach 
churned. "Oh, God, did | make an ass of myself?" 


"Not really. You were pretty much okay until everybody left, and then you seemed super drunk all of a 
sudden" 


"Oh, no, everyone must hate me." 
"No, | think they're okay with you. Like | said, you didn't really act up until it was just you and me." 
Geddy winced. "Did | do something stupid then?" 


"You just.. Got really sad, thats all. You kept talking about your dad, and how your kids were going to grow up 


to hate you, and that you were all alone. | tried to reassure you, but you were inconsolable." 
"Oh, no." 

"And, uh, then you wanted to have sex." 

"Did we?" 


"Well, we tried, but you kept getting distracted. You'll probably be kind of sore, though. You wanted it pretty 


rough." 


‘lm sorry. | ruin everything." Geddy curled up into a fetal position on the bed How could he have been so 
stupid? This was supposed to be a shining moment for them, and he'd fucked things up yet again 


Alex lay down next to him, holding him close. 

"Ah, it's okay, Ged. | shouldn't have left you alone for so long. | know you're not very comfortable at parties. 
I'm just glad nothing too horrible happened" Almost unconsciously, he ran his thumb over the fading scars on 
Geddy's wrist. 

"Are things ever going to be okay again?" 

Alex kissed the back of his head. "They're okay now. Try and get some sleep, okay, Baby? It's still really early." 
"| don't think | can sleep, | hate myself too much. I'm such an asshole.” 


"Well, try. And don't say bad stuff about yourself, okay? Remember, you're talking about the man | love." 


Geddy didn't respond, just breathed a shaky breath in and out and curled deeper into Alex's embrace. Alex 


stroked his hair, and within a few moments Geddy was back to sleep. Alex leaned in and whispered in his ear. 


"Get better, okay, Sweetheart?" As the first rays of the sun crested the horizon, Alex's eyelids fluttered 


shut, and he joined his lover in sleep. 


